MEMOIRS OF
honour and glory of our draft army, made up of every stratum of society and every national ancestry. It quickens the pulse just to recall it! The boys wrote what would please the home people and cheer them up, which I think a rather splendid form of deception. Here is a sample of what we read so often:
"Got to Washington this a.m. Drove to White House where we shook hands with The Old Man [meaning the President]. This is a picture of the room he was in. Feeling fine. Love."
What actually happened was something like this. A long, closely-packed train would wind itself onto a siding. Officers would issue sharp orders for disembarking. Out would pour streams of khaki-clad boys. Forming in line they would pass as rapidly as possible by a file of canteen workers where we stood with great buckets of hot coffee and trays of sandwiches. Each man would take a cup of coffee and a sandwich. Sometimes only seven minutes were allowed for the entire halt. If they had more time they would troop into the canteen and write, or get tobacco and candy.
Sometimes the President would come for me just before dinner. He was always glad when a train was in and he could really see the boys. Impossible he shook hands with each one and if there was not time for that he would wave them farewell and good-luck, and as the train got in motion a great cheer would go up.
Everything was being done now to release man power, as that was the great essential to winning the War. For this reason we decided to get a small flock of sheep to graze on the White House lawn and thus take care of the grass without having to cut it.
On April 30,1917, eight sheep arrived and were put out to graze. Every tree and flower bed and bush had been carefully protected beforehand, so that the sheep could not injure them, and they added a very picturesque touch to the